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catch a glimpse of a courtyard on the verdure of a  hidden
garden.
Sight-seeing in Damascus should be done leisurely. There is
much that is worth close study. The (treat Mosque, an edifice
renowned,all over the Islamic world for its sanctity, is of much
interest and beauty. It consists of a mass of building dating
from many periods—an exterior colonnade that once formed
the facade of a Roman temple and on through all the stages of
Islamic art to modern restoration. Its site is reputed to be that
of an ancient temple of Rimmon which in the reign of the
Emperor Theodosius gave place to a Christian church. In the
Vllth century its precincts were shared by Moslem and Christian
alike but some fifty years later the reigning Caliph usurped the
Christian portion and the whole precincts became a Mosque*
It was then that it reached its splendour for its magnificence
was unparalleled and unique. The material used in its con-
struction and decoration was brought from many older sites in
Syria, the remnants of Greek and Roman temples. Twice this
great mosque has been burned ; once, at least, pillaged, but
even to-day its past grandeur is manifest, and no traveller can
remain unimpressed by its courtyard, its colonnades and its
spacious beauty, I was fortunate in my sight-seeing for under
the guidance of a professor of one of the Damascus Moslem
schools I spent three or four mornings passing from place to
place* We strolled leisurely and saw much that was of interest
between our visits to the better known sites. In libraries we
reverently turned over the pages of famous Arabic manuscripts
and of each Mosque and Tomb my informant had much to
narrate. Together we admired the delightful faience at the
mausoleum of Salah ed~Din, or lunched in a little Syrian restaur-
ant in the town. At the city gates from which for centuries
and centuries have issued the long strings of camel caravans we
watched the motor-buses of to-day come and go, laden with
peasants and country-folk* But there are camels too, some
richly trapped, the property of Bedouins. The accompanying
men and women bore no trace of the adoption of European dress.
On more than one afternoon when the heat was over, I motored
out to a ravine on the Beyrout road, a spot where the narrow
valley opens out sufficiently to allow of a collection of Arab cafes.
A rushing stream passes over its stony bed amidst a grove of
splendid plane trees. There is a village near and a few small
country houses situated amongst little channels of gurgling

